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I think that, on the whole, Jonathan gets
ready to be pleased with St. Peter's sooner than
BulL Accustomed to our lath and plaster ex-
pedients for churches, the portable sentry-boxes
of Zion, mere solidity and permanence are pleas-
urable in themselves; and if he get grandeur also,
he has Gospel measure. Besides, it is easy for
Jonathan to travel. He is one drop of a fluid
mass, who knows where his home is to-day, but
can make no guess of where it may be to-morrow.
Even in a form of government he only takes
lodgings for the night, and is ready to pay his bill
and be off in the morning. He should take his
motto from Bishop Golias's "Mihl est proposi-
tum in tdberna mori" * though not in the sufistic
sense of that misunderstood Churchman. But
Bull can seldom be said to travel at all, since the
first step of a true traveller is out of himself. He
plays cricket and hunts foxes on the Campagna,
makes entries in his betting-book while the Pope
is giving his benediction, and points out Lord
Calico to you awfully during the Sistine Miser-
ere. If he let his beard grow, it always has a
startled air, as if it suddenly remembered its
treason to Sheffield, and only makes him look
more English than ever. A masquerade is im-
possible to him, and his fancy balls are the sol-
emnest facts in the world. Accordingly, he enters
St. Peter's with the dome of St. Paul's drawn

*I intend to die in a tavern.